
T he T ragedie of Richard D.of 

Or fhould I dig vd thy forefathers graues. 

And hang their rotten coffins vp inchaines. 

It could not flake min|ire,nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfe of Yorkg, 

Isas a furie to torment my foule. 

Therforc till I roote out that curfed line. 

And leaue not one on earth,Ile Hue in hell therforc. 

Rut. O let me pray, before I take my death, 

To thee Ipraie,fweet Clifford pittie me. 

Clif. I fuch pittie as my rapiers point affoardes. 

Rut. I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But twas ere I was borne} 

Thou haft one fomie,for his fake pittie me. 

Lead in reaengc thereof, fith God is iuft. 

He be as miferablie flaine as I. 

Oh,let me liue in prifon all my daies, 

And when I giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Chf. No caufe?Thy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Tlantagenct,! come Plantagenet , 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon,till thy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both; Suit, 

esf formes. Enter the ’Duke ofYorkgfolus • 

Tor. Ah iW^poall to thy Caftle,fauc thy life, 

The goale is loft ; thou houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Thrice happie chaunce it is for thee and thine, 
Thatheauen abridgdc my daies,and calls mehence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes: 

But this l k '.owjthey haue demeand themfelucs. 

Like men borne to renowneby life or death: 

Three times this daie came Richard to my fight. 

And cried, courrage Father} Vidforie.or death. 

And twice fo oft came Edward to my view, 

With purple Faulchen painted co the hilts. 

In blood ofthofe whom he had flaughtered. 



Enter the Q^m,CW or d>N°rtkumberUnd, 
andjoldiers. 

Come bloody Cliff or trough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchlefTe furie to more bloudt 
ThisischeBut,and this abides your /hot. 

North. Yecld to our mercies proud Plantagenet. 

Clf. I to fuch mercie as his ruthfull arme 
With downc right payment, lent vnto my father, 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an eueningat the noonetide pricke. 

Tor. My alhes like the 'Phoenix , may bring fborth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 

And in diat hope I caff mine eies to heauen. 

Scorning what ereyou can afflict me with: 

Why flay you Lord*'? what, multitudes and fcare? 
mo cowards fight when they can flic no longer: 

So Doues dopeckethcKauenspierfing tallencs; 

So defperate thicues all hopclefle of cheir hues. 

Breath out inuettiues gainft die officers. 

Torke. Oh Clifford, yet bethinke dice onceagainc. 

And in thymindc orcrun my former time} * 

And bite thy tongue thatflaundreft him with cowardifc, 
W hole vene looke hath made thee quake ere diis. 

Clif.l will not bandic With thee word for word, * 

^ut buckle widi thee biowes twife twoforone* 
%e»r.Holde valient Clifford for a thouland caufes, 
iwould prolong the traitours life a while. 

Wradi makes him deafo/peake thou Northumberland. 
Aw. Hold Clifford, cio not honour him fo much, 
o pricks thy finger, though to wound his heart} 
w Hat valour were ic when a curredoth orin 
or one t 0 thruft his hand betwene his teeth, 

Tic 611 hc mi 8 hc fpurnc him with his footc awavi 

warr cs prife to take ail aduanta ges, 
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